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IT'S AN ILL WIND THAT 
BLOWS The HAT/ 
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?»ds made by a -masber hatter.' 



Hbw*s * fins ci-«fts*tta»' 
IH« w*s putting the fi'nirh 
Lifts touches to trie — fcut 
"as he worXed ; ho was III 
at gasa .' 
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why pon't you 
join him ? you're 
too careless 
for this Sort 

OF WORK 
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NOW YOU'LL STAV 
PUT ANP MAYBE 
PO A LITTLE 
TALKING.' 



ALL right; 

ONLY DON'T MAKE 

IT ANY 

TIGHTER 




HAS.' T' 


W\T ISN'T THE J 

f HAT THAT -* 


WHAT ARE 


YOU POING? 


1 COUHTS.tVOOZY: 


THAT HAT'S 


W~ IT'S THIS , 
" BLUEPRINT/ 4 


IN BAO_j< 


ENOUGH ^ 


THAT'S WHAT 


SHAPE | 


ALL THE KILLING 


WITHOUT 1 


.WAS ABOUT/ 


CUTTING I 




IT UP ANY J 
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SO THE F.B.I. PUT ME ON 
HIS TRAIL.' OBVIOUSLY, THE 
HATTER WAS AN AGENT FOR 
ANOTHER GOVERNMENT .* 
WHEN HE SAW PEATH COMING, 
HE HIP THE BLUEPRINT IN THE 
HAT .' AS FOR OUR CLERK 
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can you imagine a 
movie company 
making a picture 
right near que 
town 1 they're 
on location 
at gopher 
gulch.' every' 
body's talking 
'About it: 




MOTHER AND I 
WERE TALKING 
ABOUT IT ON 
THE PHONE .' 
SHE'S JUST 
DYING TO SEE 
THEM MAKING 
THE MOVIE 
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OH.HONEVBUN, 
I'M NOT SURE 
MOTHER WANTS^ 
TO GO OUT ■ 
THERE RK3HTJ 
AWAY/ 






BUT, MOTHER- > 


/ OH, DEAR.' EVEN IP HE L 


IN-LAW,! PROMISE 


KEEPS HIS WORD, THEREj 


NOT TO DRIVERX 


' ARE SO MANY OTHER "< 


MORE THAN ~\{ 


THINGS THAT MIGHT HAPPEN 


TWENTY MILES V 


rWITH HIM AROUND .'STILL, 


AN HOUR AND 1 


I DO SO MUCH WANT TO 


I'LL BE EXTRA J 


T SEE THEM MAKING A T-* 


•y SPECIAL t^ 
(^CAREFUL/) 
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HE REALLY IS 
DRIVING ONLY TWENTY 
MILES AN HOUR .'MAVBE, 
FOR ONCE, I WON'T 
REGRET. LISTENING 
TO HIM.' 




HONEYBUN , THAT'S 
THE ROAD TO 
' GOPHER 
GULCH .' 
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I KNOW IT, 
MOTHER-IN-LAW, 
BUT WE CAN'T 
REALLY SEE EVERY- 
THING THE MOVIE . 

• people are -C 

' UOING IP WE'RE ^ 

' RIGHT IN THE GULCH 

WITH THEM .'I KNOW 

A SPOT WHERE . 

WE'LL HAVE A 

SORT OF AERIAL ) 

VIEW/ 
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yOU CAN TAKE THE REST 
OF THE DAT OFF , CHAKLIE.' 
WE 'BE NOT WORKING 
TOOAV 





I KNOW .'I'LL PARK' 
THE CAR RIGHT AT 
THE EDGE OF THE 
CLIFF AND VOU CAN 
STAND ON THE HOOD 
THEN YOU'LL SEE 
EVERYTHIHG.' 
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CREEPERS, 
CANPY, ITS 
NOT A YACHT, 
BUT AT LEAST 
IT FLOATS.. 
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HO HO.' I HEAR 
•rtXJ GOT A BIT 
OF A PUCKING, 
SON/ THINK 
NOTHING OF IT/ 
EVERY GOOD 
SAILOR GETS 
WET NOW AND 
THEN," 




THE LURE OF THE 
OPEN SEA BCCKONS. 

CHOOSE >OUR 
PESTINATION--SIAM, 
TASMANIA, MADAGASCAR >UH- 
AP VENTURE ^mmm^LtVS 



GOSH, THE 


V AW, VOU KNOW 


HOW THOSE 
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COMMOBORE 


IDLE RICH ARE 


- NOTHIN' 




IS A QUEER 


/ TO PO AND LOTS OF TIME 


J 


ESS, ISN'T , 


\ANP MONEY TO 
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ENj6yiNS THE SCENERY?/ WHAT? OH--ER 
THERE'S N0THIN6 LIKE J/ VES.' WE'RE 
OCEAN SPRAY ANP [-7 ENJOYING IT 
SKIMMINS WAVSS/y ^TREMENDOUSLY.' 
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¥TE was a strange looking man. Short -legged, ' 
heavy torso and a towering body from the 
waist up, where a gigantic, bushy-haired head 
rested like a globe. 

His name was Steeth — Jerome Steeth, which 
was an odd sounding name any way you took 
it. But there were other odd things about Mr. 
Steeth. For instance, the house he lived in. It 
was situated on Birch Street, at the very end, 
in a heavy chimp of birch trees, which gave 
the street its name. 1 

Jerome Steeth lived in an enormous old red- 
brick house that had been standing for more 
than a century It was called "haunted," as so 
many old houses are by credulous townsmen. 

The house had a weird appearance in tha.t 
there were no windows to the front at all, only 
a great oaken -door wifh a huge brass knocker. 
The windows at the other sides of the house 
Were all barred. The legend went that itR first 
owner had a sister who was a lunatic. ■ 

No one knew whether that was the carte or 
not, hecause no one lived in the town who re- 
membered the first- owner. 

The really weird thing about Steeth 's house 
were the strange lights at late hours of the 
night. Some said these lights would appear at 
an upper or even a lower window, only to go 
out almost immediately At no time was a room 
lighted for more than a few minutes 

So a legend grew about Jerome Steeth and 
. the old brick house Steeth had owned the house 
less, than a year when-the townsman began to 
see the lights. They seldom saw Steeth, who 
kept to himself during the days anil' only went 
forth in the late night Always he chose a dark 
street for his wandering strolls. 

Steeth was not given to talking to the towns- 
men, lie seldom spoke to anyone. All his sup- 
plies came to him by truck, thus he dispensed 
with, the necessity of patronizing the merchants 
of the town. They didn't like this much, but 
what could they doV 

Steeth had never been in a single store or 



home in Hartsville. Nobody had ever spoken to 
him ; or, if they had, had received no reply 
from 'him. 

Steeth was an enigma. Some people regarded 
him as something of a monster because of his 
lonely life. People will do that, you know. 

When Betty Crawford disappeared one night, 
no one connected her disappearance with Jer- 
ome Steeth. Why should they J 

Betty just vanished from the.faee of the earth 
and was not heard of again. Of 'course, there 
was a search, statewide, twit it didn't bring up 
a clue of Betty. 

A few months later, Helen McQuarry also 
vanished while out strolling iieae her home. This 
time the story hit the papers across the nation. 
Hartsville began to have a name. Again no trace 
of the missing girl. was found. 

The Mackin twins were the next victims. They 
were snatched on a lonely path leading from 
t school No one had seen it happen. Because they 
waff! scarcely, seven years old, the nation was 
once more aroused by the tragedy. Just what 
went on in Hartsville, the press of every state 
.wanted ,to know. 

No one could answer that. * .' 

The house at the end of Birch Street Con- 
tinned to have its infrequently-appearing lights 
that stayed on only for a few seconds. Then 
darkness ' 

Dick Mace, talented young detective, came 
to Hartsville just to have a "look around," as 
he fiut it. Secretly, he had been hired by a 
wealthy family in the city to run down, if pos- 
sible, the mystery 'of the disappearing girls. 

The town wasn't much, the way Dick viewed 
it Not -over' (i.OOO people, he guessed. The homes 
were 'mostly middle-class and poorer. A scant 
dozen of houses — estates— ha rkened to an early 
day when several wealthy families controlled 
everything in the township. Which meant its 
grist .mills. 

Now the mills were gone. There was little 
industry in Hartsville, other than a fe.w small 
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outfits that had sprung up during the war, wild 
remained. 

There was a girls' school nearby. And that 
*,as just about all. 

Dick -APace had been in town only a day when 
Frances, Weller, a beautiful girl of 19,' vanished 
while on her way to or from the city library/ 
Again the three men forming the police force ■ 
were .'baffled in their Searches. They called upon 
Ajoce to help them. 

"No clues?" he wanted to know. 

"None." ,-,..- 

"Where do most of these kidnapings take 
place?" Dick asked. 

"Well," replied one of the officers, "I guess 
you hiight say on the north side C town. It's 
pretty woodsy out that way. Yeah, I'd say they 
all took place in that general vicinity. But—" 

"Then we'H plant a decoy, " *D}ck told the 
cops. "If Mahomet won't come to the mountain, 
, then the mountain, will go to' Mahomet. " 

"Yon mean." said the startled Chief of ' Po- 
lice, "you'll put a girl out there somewhere and 

let that.guy— or vvh;ii.eve.'r it. is— make oft' with 
her?" 

Dick grinned, nodded. 

"But-whor' demanded one of the cops. 



"You leave that to 
'Where is trie best w 



Dick told them, 

; clothing shop?" 

They told him, scratching their heads as they 
watched the youngster set out for the main 
street and its shops.. 

."Now, just what the lick—" began one of 
the harness hulls. ,' 

The chief sniffed. "Them young dicks!" 

Thai night a beautiful Brunette girl wander- 
ed up and down the lonely streets north of 
town, humming to herself. She was apparently 
in deep study, not conscious of the occasional 
whistles that sounded from the few passing cars. 

i She occasionally consulted her wristwatch, 
then moved on, only to stroll back under the 
trees. 

i Was she waiting for someone? Who? 

I Suddenly a big dark sedan drew up to the 
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. curb and stopped. A friendly voice asked the 
way to some point in the town. 

The girl stepped closer to the big car. and 
gave the direction. But by now the. door flew 
open and a towering man leaped out. He made 
as if to grab the girl, but she was too quick. 
With a sharp intake of breath she .jumped away 
and sped into the bushes near the sidewalk. 

The big man followed, running with odd short 
steps, his mighty torso bulking huge above his 
fast- pattering feet. : - 

A pistol suddenly appeared in the "girl's" 
hand. A crack and a spurt of fire blazed from 
its muzzle. "She" had fired point-blank at the 
big man. But he just, stoo.d there, gaping. Then 
he turned fast, and - hurried toward his car. 
Again the revolver banged. The "girl," who 
was Dick Mace, gasped. He had fired point- 
blank at close range into the man's chest and 
back, but the man apparently hadn't felt the: 
bullets! He dived into his car and it sped away. 

It didn't take long the following day to run 
down the odd-looking man with the top-heavy 
torso. Dick was soon heading toward Jerome 
Steeth's house on Birch Street. . ' ~ - 

He bounded up on the porch, rang the big 
bell-pull. The three coppers of Ilnrtsville were 
staked out'around the house. 

No answer. Dick tried again, then cautiously 
turned the doorknob. The door opened inward. 
He went inside. All was dark. Forcing the lock- 
ed living room door, Dick came upon a -strange 
sight, A tiny figure of a man lay sprawled. upon 
the floor. An empty poison bottle lay near his 
hand. .He was a midget, hardly two feet tall. 
In a corner lay a strange looking contraption — 
a device that resembled the top of a man com- 
plete with head and hat. It fitted over the ■ 
midget's shoulders, giving him the appearance 
of a big man, ■'■ 

The midget was stone dead. 

In several upper floor rooms, Diek found the 
kidnaped girls. All told the same story, the 
midget had stolen them, locked them into the 
rooms, and only came to see them when be 
brought food and drink. He would then simply 
stare at them, marveling at their size and beau- 
ty! He proved to be, actually, a harmless littV 
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MV LAST STOP BEFORE'A 
PULLING IN WERE FOR 

SAS WAS WOODBINE -.- 
THAT UNINCORPORATED-/ 
LITTLE TOWN JUST 
OUTSIDE THE CITY 
LIMITS.* I STOPPED . 

FOR A SNACK r 

AT THE DINER J 

- THERE/ ' 



VOUACT 
FRIGHTENED AND) 

MVSTIFI6P 

ENOUGH TO BE < 

TELLING THE 

TRUTH.' MAYBE 

VOU ARE.' 
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A MASKED MUG WITH aY/OPEN THE WINDOW, \ 
MEAN POOCH IS IRVING )( JUG-BARS'. GOON / 
TO LEARN STUFF— -/ V__ TALKING, -S 
HEV, IT'S STUFFV/-T ■ (^WIZEN lj 
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DON'T BE NERVOUS 
WI2EN* WE GOT A 
SWELL SETUP, HIJACKIN' 
THE PAV LOADS YOU/? 
TRUCKS HAUL.' NOBODY'S 
GONNA CATCH ON —IT'S 
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HEAR THAT, SMOKY? 
THIS GUV'S SUSPICIOUS.' 
MAYBE WE'P BETTER 
PLUG HIM ANP 7WFA/ 
TAKE HIS LOAP.' 
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DOGS, SOLDIERS WJti&WM&Z- 

t+iis easy NEiY war/ 




NOW! NEW MOLD-ART KIT CONTAINS EVERYTHING YOU 

NEED-FUN TO DO-EARN MONEY AT THE SAME 

TIME ... NO ART SKILL NEEDED 

Here's more fun and excitement than you've ever known before! This amazing 
Rubber-For-Molds complete Mold-Art Modeling Kit contains everything you 
need to reproduce statuettes, plaques or any other models quickly, easily and 
at a sensational low cost. Just coat any subject with the liquid rubber in the 
kit. allow it to dry. strip it off . . . and you have a mold that can be used to 
make hundreds of castings like original subject. Kit includes Indian warrior 
model to start you off. New improved illustrated, easy-to-fol- 
low book of instructions (50f value) makes it simple to make 
your own models. Start new fascinating hobby -even make 
introdur- 
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E°'°rs; BPno „ ' 'n brief,. 

f to moi, m suh?f e °n which 

'"* models. 




START YOUR OWN 
BUSINESS 

molding toys, novel- 
tics, si nineties, nook- 
hours. Grent hobby 
brinu- lun;int!o]iprir- 
tunity lor big profits. 
Semi iiiupon (or trial 




SEND NO MONEY 

Fill in coupon now to get vour 

complete RUBBER, for- 

MOLDS Kit. Send no money. 

On arrival, pay postman only 

§1.4$ plus, postage for the 

complete kit of 14 different 

items. Then follow the easy 

instructions. If you don't 

agree that this is the most 

exciting outfit you've ever 

seen, if you aren't delighted 

with the wonderful results 

you get. simply return the 

unused portion of your kit 

in 10 days and your money 

will be refunded immediately. Don't 

wait. Start this fascinating hobby. 

learn how to make extra spending 

money by mailing coupon right now. 

PROFESSIONALS! 

There's No Finer Rubber For Molds! 
. . . Popular Prices In Pints, Quarts, 
Gallons. 
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f YUP- JUST LIKE MA6IC! NOW 
PAINT THE INDIAN. SHUCKS. I CAN 
MAKE HUNDREDS OF 'EM FROM THIS 
J ONE MOLD-SELL EM.TOO! YOU CAN 
/ REPRODUCE ANYTHIN6 
V WITH RUBBER-FOR-MOLDS. 




RUSH THIS 10-DAY TRIAL COUPON! 



RUBBER-FOR-MOLDS. Inc.. Dipt. 5JL.6044 N. Avondlle, Chicago 31, III. 



1 RUBBER-FOR-MOLDS, Inc., Dept. S3L, 

1 6044 Avondola, Chicago 31, llllnolt 

J Please send mc your complete RUBBER-FOR-MOLDS i 

■ Modeling Kit, including 50c Instruction Book, for which ■ 

1 I will pay ixNiin.m ou!y SI V plus p™. ; , B ,>. .Send S1.49 | 

1 with order. «t par jy>-ui(lc. . 1 mJ rr'urn Kii in 10 d.ivs if ■ 

' i am not satisfied and you will refund my.S1.49. 
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